l68     THE LADY AND THE UNICORN
and the one on the sundial. It must have been the
Lady Rosabelle's signet/'
"But Echo isn't a signet/' said Blanche indig-
nantly, "he's real. I've seen him. I met him in the
passagejust before I got sick. I'm glad/' she added,
"I'm glad it wasn't the Unicorn I met in the
passage, Stephen.9"
All the same, the unicorn was rather sweet, with
his little low hooves and great eyes and the horn
in the middle of his forehead,
"What colour could he be, Stephen?"
"White as milk with blue, blue shadows in his
shadowy parts."
"And Ms horn?"
"Like a shel!3 not pink nor yellow, but in
between/*
"But Echo is sweeter/' said jealous Blanche.
"Echo is quite different/' said Stephen gravely,
"he's a Person."
Rosa was reading over the words on the tablet.
"Her name is Belle's and mine joined together.
Stop talking to Blanche, Stephen, and think. It
must mean something* Why should she have the
same name?"
"It may be pure coincidence/* said Stephen,
"but it's very extraordinary. There may be some-
thing in it/7
Already at the thought the blood in Rosa, in all
of them, seemed to flower as if it flowed strongly
from an old strong source.
"I believe in It/' she said obstinately. "She was
my great-great-great-grandmother, or if she can't